1§ APPROACHING ABJECTION

its biblical status, and beyond it that of defilement in primitive
societies. In a world in which the Other has collapsed, the
aesthetic task—a descent into the foundations of the symbolic
construct—amounts to retracing the fragile limits of the speaking
being, closest to its dawn, to the bottomless *‘primacy” con-
stituted by primal repression. Through that experience, which
is nevertheless managed by the Other, “‘subject” and “object™
push each other away, confront each other, collapse, and start
again—inseparable, contaminated, condemned, at the bound-
ary of what is assimilable, thinkable: abject. Great modern lit-
erature unfolds over that terrain: Dostoyevsky, Lautréamont,
Proust, Artaud, Kafka, Céline.

DOSTOYEVSKY

The abject is, for Dostoyevsky, the “object” of The Possessed:
it is the aim and motive of an existence whose meaning is lost
in absolute degradation because it absolutely rejected the moral

limit (a social, religious, familial, and individual one) as abso- -

lute—God. Abjection then wavers between the fading away of
all meaning and all humanity, burnt as by the flames of a con-
flagration, and the ecstasy of an ego that, having lost its Other
and its objects, reaches, at the precise moment of this suicide,
the height of harmony with the promised land. Equally abject
are Verkhovensky and Kirilov, murder and suicide.

A big fire at night always produces an exciting and exhilarating effect;
this explains the attraction of fireworks; but in the case of fireworks,
the graceful and regular shape of the flames and the complete im-
munity from danger produce a light and playful effect comparable to
the effect of a glass of champagne. A real fire is quite another matter:
there the horror and a certain sense of personal danger, combined with
the well-known exhilarating effect of a fire at night, produce in the
spectator (not, of course, in one whose house has burnt down) a
certain shock to the brain and, as it were, a challenge to his own
destructive instincts, which, alas, lie buried in the soul of even the
meekest and most domesticated official of the lowest grade. This grim
sensation is almost always delightful. I really don’t know if it is
possible to watch a fire without some enjoyment.”?
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There are seconds—they come five or six at a time—when you sud-
denly feel the presence of eternal harmony in all its fullness. It is
nothing earthly. I don’t mean that it is heavenly, but a man in his
earthly semblance can’t endure it. He has to undergo a physical change
or die. This feeling is clear and unmistakable. It is as though you
suddenly apprehended all nature and suddenly said: *“Yes, it is true—
itis good.” [. . .] What is so terrifying about it is that it is so terribly
“'tlear and such gladness. If it went on for more than five seconds, the
-soul could not endure it and must perish. In those five seconds I live
through a lifetime, and I am ready to give my life for them, for it's
" worth it. To be able to endure it for ten seconds, you would have to
undergo a physical change. I think man ought to stop begetting chil-
dren. What do you want children for, what do you want mental
development, if your goal has been attained? It is said in the gospel
that in the resurrection they neither marry nor are given in marriage,
~ but are the angels of God in heaven. It’s 2 hint. Is your wife giving
birth to a baby?®

.~ Verkhovensky is abject because of his clammy, cunning ap-
‘peal to ideals that no longer exist, from the moment when
: Prohibition (call it God) is lacking. Stavrogin is perhaps less so,
for his immoralism admits of laughter and refusal, something
artistic, a cynical and gratuitous expenditure that obviously
‘becomes capitalized for the benefit of private narcissism but
- does not serve an arbitrary, exterminating power. It is possible
~to be cynical without being irremediably abject; abjection, on
‘the other hand, is always brought about by that which attempts
. to get along with trampled-down law. :

- He’s got everything perfect in his note-book, Verkhovensky went on.
Spying. Every member of the society spies on the others, and he is
- 6bliged to inform against them, Everyone belongs to all the others,
~and all belong to everyone. All are slaves and equals in slavery. In
-~ extreme cases slander and murder, but, above all, equality. To begin

with, the level of education, science, and accomplishment is lowezed.
- A high level of scientific thought and accomplishment is open only
-to men of the highest abilities! Men of the highest ability have always
* seized the power and become autocrats. Such men cannot help being
. autocrats, and they’ve always done more harm than good; they are
- either banished or executed. A Cicero will have his tongue cut out,
"Copernicus will have his eyes gouged out, a Shakespeare will be
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stoned—there you have Shigalyov’s doctrine! Slaves must be equal:
without despotism there never has been any freedom or equality, but
in a herd there is bound to be equality—there’s the Shigalyov doctrine
for you! Ha, ha, ha! You think it strange? I am for the Shigalyov
doctrinel* '

Dostoyevsky has X-rayed sexual, moral, and religious ab-

jection, displaying it as collapse of paternal laws. Is not the
world of The Possessed a world of fathers, who are either re-
pudiated, bogus, or dead, where matriarchs lusting for power
hold sway—ferocious fetishes but nonetheless phantomlike?
And by symbolizing the abject, through a masterful delivery
of the jouissance produced by uttering it, Dostoyevsky deliv-
ered himself of that ruthless maternal burden. :

But it is with Proust that we find the most immediately
erotic, sexual; and desiring mainspring of abjection; and it is
with Joyce that we shall discover that the feminine body, the
maternal body, in its most un-signifiable, un-symbolizable as-
pect, shores up, in the individual, the fantasy of the loss in
which he is engulfed or becomes inebriated, for want of the
ability to name an object of desire.

PROUST

Abjection, recognized as inherent in the mellow and impos-
sible alteration of the ego, hence recognized as welded to nar-
cissism, has, in Proust, something domesticated about it; with-
out belonging to the realm of “one’s own clean and proper”
or of the “self evident,” it constitutes a scandal of which one
has to acknowledge if not the banality at least the secrets of a
telltale snob. Abjection, with Proust, is fashionable, if not so-
- cial; it is the foul lining of society. That may be why he furnishes
the only modern example, certified by dictionaries, of the use
of the word “abject” with the weak meaning it has (in French)
at the end of the eighteenth century: '

In those regions that were almost slums, what a modest existence,
abject, if you please, but delightful, nourished by tranquillity and
happiness, he would have consented to lead indefinitely.®
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. Proust writes that if the object of desire is real it can only
‘rest upon the abject, which is impossible to fulfill. The object
.of love then becomes unmentionable, a double of the subject,
similar to it, but improper, because inseparable from an im-

possible identity. Loving desire is thus felt as an inner fold
within that impossible identity, as an accident of narcissism,

_ob-ject, painful alteration, delightfully and dramatically con-
'demned to find the other in the same sex only. As if one acceded
‘to. the truth, to the abject truth of sexuality, only through ho-
‘mosexuality—Sodom and Gomorrah, the Cities of the Plain.

I had not even cause to regret my not having arrived in the shop until
+t . - . 3
several, minutes had elapsed. For from what I heard first at Jupien’s
ish'op! which was only a series of inarticulate sounds, I imagine that

" few words had been exchanged. It is true that these sounds were so
“violent that, if one set had not always been taken up an octave higher
“bya parallel plaint, I might have thought that one person was stran-
.gling another within a few feet of me, and that subsequently the
murderer and his resuscitated victim were taking a bath to wash away
“the traces of the crime. I concluded from this later on that there is

another thing as vociferous as pain, namely pleasure, especially when

. there is added to it—failing the fear of an eventual parturition, which

could not be present in this case, despite the hardly convincing example

_in the Golden Legend—an immediate afterthought of cleanliness.® -

. Compared to this one, the orgy in Sade, meshing with a

gigantic philosophy, be it that of the boudoir, had nothing

“abject about it. Methodical, rhetorical, and, from that point of
- view, regular, it broadens Meaning, Body, and Universe but
'is not at all exorbitant: everything is nameable for it, the whole
"is nameable. Sade’s scene integrates: it allows for no other, no
‘unthinkable, nothing heterogencous. Rational and optimistic,
it does not exclude. That means that it does not recognize a
“sacred, and in that sense it is the anthropological and rhetorical

acme of atheism. Proustian writing, to the contrary, never gives
up a judging prerogative, perhaps a biblical one, which splits,

- banishes, shares out, or condemns; and it is in relation to it,
- with it and against it, that the web of Proust’s sentence, mem-

ory, sexuality, and morality is elaborated—infinitely spinning

together differences (sexes, classes, races) into a homogeneity
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that consists only in signs, a fragile net stretched out over an
abyss of incompatibilities, rejections, and abjections. Desire and
signs, with Proust, weave the infinite cloth that does not hide
but causes the subdued foulness to appear. As lapse, discomfort,
shame, or blunder. As permanent threat, in short, to the ho-
mogenizing rhetoric that the writer composes against and with
the abject.

JOYCE

How dazzling, unending, eternal—and so weak, so insignifi-
cant, so sickly—is the rhetoric of Joycean language. Far from
preserving us from the abject, Joyce causes it to break out in
what he sees as prototype of literary utterance: Molly’s mon-
ologue. If that monologue spreads out the abject, it is not be-
cause there is a2 woman speaking. But because, from afar, the
writer approaches the hysterical body so that it might speak,
so that he might speak, using it as springboard, of what eludes
speech and turns out to be the hand to hand struggle of one
woman with another, her mother of course, the absolute be-
cause primeval seat of the impossible—of the excluded, the
outside-of-meaning, the abject. Atopia.

the woman hides it not to give all the trouble they do yes he came
somewhere Im sure by his appetite anyway love its not or hed be off
his feed thinking of her so either it was one of those night women
if it was down there he was really and the hotel story he made up 2
pack of lies to hide it planning it Hynes kept me who did I mect ah
yes | met do you remember Menton and who else who let me see
that big babbyface I saw him and he not long married flirting with
a young girl at Pooles Myriorama and turned my back on him when
he slinked out looking quite conscious what harm but he had the
impudence to make up to me one time well done to him mouth
almighty and his boiled eyes of all the big stupoes I ever met and thats
called a solicitor only for I hate having a long wrangle in bed or else
if its not that its some little bitch or other he got in with somewhere
or picked up on the sly if they only knew him as well as I do yes
because the day before yesterday he was scribbling something a letter
when [ came into the front room for the matches to show him Dig-
nam's death®
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. The abject here does not reside in the thematic of masculine
sexuality as Molly might see it. Not even in the fascinated
_horror that the other women, sketched out in back of the men;
imbue the speaker with. The abject lies, beyond the themes,
and for Joyce generally, in the way one speaks; it is verbal
. communication, it is the Word that discloses the abject. But at
the same time, the Word alone purifies from the abject, and
" that is what Joyce seems to say when he gives back to the
" masterly rhetoric that his Work in progress constitutes full powers
.against abjection. A single catharsis: the rhetoric of the pure
signifier, of music in letters— Finnegans Wake.

" Céline’s journey, to the end of his night, will also encounter
' thythm and music as being the only way out, the ultimate
“sublimation of the unsignifiable. Contrary to Joyce, however,
'Céline will not find salvation in it. Again carrying out a rejec-
- tion, without redemption, himself forfeited, Céline will be-
~ ¢ome, body and tongue, the apogee of that moral, political,
and stylistic revulsion that brands our time. A time that seems
“to have, for a century now, gone into unending labor pains.
 The enchantment will have to wait for some other time, always
and forever. ‘

- BORGES

According to Borges the “object” of literature is in any case
“yertiginous and hallucinatory. It is the Aleph, which appears,

in its transfinite truth, at the time of a descent, worthy of
Mallarm&'s Igitur, into the cellar of the native house, condemned

to destruction—by definition. A literature that dares to relate
“the dizzying pangs of such a descent is no more than mediocre
. mockery of an archaic memory that language lays ‘out as much
“as it betrays it. The Aleph is exorbitant to the extent that, within
" the narrative, nothing could tap its power other than the nar-
" ration of infamy. That is, of rampancy, boundlessness, the un-
- ‘thinkable, the untenable, the unsymbolizable. But what is it?
Unless it be the untiring repetition of a drive, which, propelled
_byran initial loss, does not cease wandering, unsated, deceived,

" warped, until it finds its only stable object—death. Handling
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that repetition, staging it, cultivating it until it releases, beyond
its eternal return, its sublime destiny of being a struggle with
death—is it not that which characterizes writing? And yet, deal-
ing with death in that manner, making sport of it, is that not
infamy itself? The literary narrative that utters the workings of
repetition must necessarily become, beyond fantastic tales, de-
tective stories, and murder mysteries, a narrative of the infa-
mous (A Universal History of Infamy). And the writer cannot but
recognize himself, derisive and forfeited, in that abject char-
acter, Lazarus Morell, the frightful redeemer, who raises his
slaves from the dead only to have them die more fully, but not
until they have been circulated—and have brought in a return—
like currency. Does that mean that literary objects, our fictional
objects, like the slaves of Lazarus Morell, are merely ephemeral
resurrections of that elusive Aleph? Does this Aleph, this im-
possible “object,” this impossible imagination, sustain the work
of writing, even though the latter is merely a temporary halt
in the Borgesian race toward death, which is contained in the
chasm of the maternal cave? : '

The stealing of horses in one state and selling them in another were
barely more than a digression in Morell’s criminal career, but they
foreshadowed the method that now assures him his rightful place in
2 Universal History of Infamy. This method is unique not only for
the popular circumstances that distinguished it but also for the sor-
didness it required, for its deadly manipulation of hope, and for its
step by step development, so like the hideous unfolding of a night-
mare. [. . .]

Flashing rings on their fingers to inspire respect, they traveled up
and down the vast plantations of the South. They would pick out a

wretched black and offer him freedom. They would tell him that if

he ran away from his master and allowed them to sell him, he would
receive a portion of the money paid for him, and they would then
help him escape again, this second time sending him to a free state.
Money and freedom, the jingle of silver dollars together with his
liberty—what greater temptation could they offer him? The slave
became emboldened for his first escape.

The river provided the natural route. A canoe; the hold of a steam-
boat; a scow; a great raft as big as the sky, with a cabin at the point
or three or four wigwams—the means mattered little, what counted
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~was feeling the movement and the safety of the unceasing river. The
“black would be sold on some other plantation, then run away again
ito the canebrakes or the morasses. There his terrible benefactors {about

whom he now began to have serious misgivings) cited obscure ex-

‘ penses and told him they had to sell him one final time. On his return,
. they said, they would give him his part of both sales and his freedom.
" The man let himself be sold, worked for 2 while, and on his final

éscape defied the hounds and the whip. He then made his way back

- bloodied, sweaty, desperate, and sleepy. {. . .]

" The runaway expected his freedom. Lazarus Morell’s shadowy
" mulattoes would give out an order among themselves that was sotne-
“times barely more than a nod of the head, and the slave would be
‘freed from sight, hearing, touch, day, infamy, time, his benefactors,
: pity, the air, the hound packs, the world, hope, sweat, and himself.

A'bullet, a knife, or a blow, and the Mississippi turtles and catfish

,‘would receive the last evidence.

Just imagine that imaginary machine transformed into a social

“institution—and what you get is the infamy of fascism.

ARTAUD
~‘An “I” overcome by the corpse—such is often the abject in
“Artaud’s text. For it is death that most violently represents the

strange state in which a non-subject, a stray, having lost its
_non-objects, imagines nothingness through the ordeal of ab-

jection. The death that “I” am provokes horror, there is a

' choking sensation that does not separate inside from outside
" but draws them the one into the other, indefinitely. Artaud is
- the inescapable witness of that torture—of that truth.

. The dead little girl says, I am the one who guffaws in horror inside
“the lungs of the live one. Get me out of there at once.’

"Once dead, however, my corpse was thrown out on the dunghill, and
"I remember having been macerated I don’t know now many days or

how many hours while waiting to awaken. For I did not know at first
that I was dead: I had to make up my mind to understand that before
I conld succeed in raising myself. A few friends, then, who had com-
pletely forsaken me at first, decided to come and embalm my corpse
and were joylessly surprised at seeing me again, alive.'®
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I have no business going to bed with you, things, for I stink more

than you do, god, and going to bed does not mean getting soiled but, .

to the contrary, clearing myself, from you.!

At that level of downfall in subject and object, the abject is
the equivalent of death. And writing, which allows one to
recover, is equal to a resurrection. The writer, then, finds him-
self marked out for identification with Christ, if only in order
for him, too, to be rejected, ab-jected:

For, as ball-breaking as this may seem, I am that Artaud crucified on
Golgotha, not as christ but as Artdud, in other words as complete:
atheist. 1 am’ that body persecuted by erotic golosity, the obscene

sexual erotic golosity of mankind, for which pain is a humus, the

liquid from a fertile mucus, a serum worth sipping by one who has
never on his own gained by being a man while knowing that he was
becoming one.*? .

These different literary texts name types of abjects that are
answerable to, this goes without saying, different psychic struc-
tures. The types of articulation (narrative and syntactic struc-
tures, prosodic processes, etc. in the different texts} also vary.
Thus the abject, depending on the writer, turns out to be named
differently when it is not merely suggested by linguistic mod-
ifications that are always somewhat elliptic. In the final part of
this essay I shall examine in detail a specific articulation of the
abject-~—that of Céline. Let me just say at this point, as an
introduction, that contemporary literature, in its multiple var-
iants, and when it is written as the language, possible at last,
of that impossible constituted either by a-subjectivity or by
non-objectivity, propounds, as a matter of fact, a sublimation
of abjection. Thus it becomes a substitute for the role formerly
played by the sacred, at the limits of social and subjective iden-
tity. But we are dealing here with a sublimation without con-
secration. Forfeited.

CATHARSIS AND ANALYSIS

That abjection, which modernity has learned to repress, dodge,
or fake, appears fundamental once the analytic point of view
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“is:assumed. Lacan says so when he links that word to the saint-
_ liness of the analyst, 2 linkage in which the only aspect of humor
‘that remains is blackness.™

. One must keep open the wound where he or she who enters
into the analytic adventure is located—a wound that the profes-
ional establishment, along with the cynicism of the times and
" of institutions, will soon manage to close up. There is nothing
Cjnitiatory in that rite, if one understands by “initiation” the
" accession to a purity that the posture of death guaranteed (as in
© Plato’s Phaedo) or the unadulterated treasure of the “pure sig-
- nifier” (as is the gold of truth in The Republic, or the pure
* separatism of the statesman in the Statesman). It is rather a
"heterogeneous, corporeal, and verbal ordeal of fundamental in-
i completeness: a “gaping,” “less One.” For the unstabilized sub-
"ject who comes out of that—Ilike a crucified person opening up
“the stigmata of its desiring body to a speech that structures only
“on condition that it let go—any signifying or human phenom-
* enon, insofar as it is, appears in its being as abjection. For what
_ impossible catharsis? Freud, early in his career, used the same
- word to refer to a therapeutics, the rigor of which was to come
“out later.

WITH PLATO AND ARISTOTLE

The analyst is thus and forever sent back to the question that
already haunted Plato when he wanted to take over where
Apollonian or Dionysiac religion left off.* Purification is some-
. thing only the Logos is capable of. But is that to be done in the
manner of the Phaedo, stoically separating oneself from a body
“whose substance and passions are sources of impurity? Or
rather, as in the Sophist, after having sorted out the worst from
- the best; or after the fashion of the Philebus by leaving the doors
_wide open to impurity, provided the eyes of the mind remain
focused on truth? In such a case, pleasure, having become pure
" and true through the harmony of color and form as in the case
 of accurate and beautiful geometric form, has nothing in com-
mon, as the philosopher says, with “‘the pleasures of scratching”
(Philebus 51). :
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Catharsis seems to be a concern that is intrinsic to philosophy,
insofar as the latter is an ethics and unable to forget Plato. Even
if the mixture seems inevitable towards the end of the Platonic
course, it is the mind alone, as harmonious wisdom, that insures
purity: catharsis has been transformed, where transcendental
idealism is concerned, into philosophy. Of the cathartic incan-
tation peculiar to mysteries, Plato has kept only, as we all know,
the very uncertain role of poets whose frenzy would be useful
to the state only after having been evaluated, sorted out, and
purified in its turn by wise men.

Aristotelian catharsis is closer to sacred incantation. It is the
one that has bequeathed its name to the common, esthetic con-
cept of catharsis. Through the mimesis of passions—ranging
from enthusiasm to suffering—in “language with pleasurable
accessories,” the most important of which being rhythm and
song (see the Poetics), the soul reaches orgy and purity at the same
time. What is involved is a purification of body and soul by
means of a heterogeneous and complex circuit, going from
“bile” to “fire,” from “‘manly warmth” to the “enthusiasm”™
of the “mind.”” Rhythm and song hence arouse the impure, the
other of mind, the passionate-corporeal-sexual-virile, but they
harmonize it, arrange it differently than the wise man’s knowl-

edge does. They thus soothe frenzied outbursts (Plato, in the

Laws, allowed such use of rhythm and meter only to the mother
rocking her child), by contributing an external rule, a poetic
one, which fills the gap, inherited from Plato, between body
and soul. To Platonic death, which owned, so to speak, the state
of purity, Aristotle opposed the act of poetic purification—in
itself an impure process that protects from the abject only by
dint of being immersed in it. The abject, mimed through sound
and meaning, is repeated. Getting rid of it is out of the question—
the final Platonic lesson has been understood, one does not get
rid of the impure; one can, however, bring it into being a second
time, and differently from the original impurity. It is a repetition
through rhythm and song, therefore through what is not yet,
or no longer is “‘meaning,” but arranges, defers, differentiates
and organizes, harmonizes pathos, bile, warmth, and enthusi-
asm. Benveniste translates “rhythm’ by *trace” and “conca-
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tenation’ [enchainement]. Prometheus is “rhythmical,” and we
call him “bound” [enchainé]. An attachment on the near and far

“side of language. Aristotle seems to say that there is a discourse

of sex and that is not the discourse of knowledge—it is the only
possible catharsis. That discourse is audible, and through the
speech that it mimics it repeats on another register what the
latter does not say.

PHILOSOPHICAL SADNESS AND THE SPOKEN DISASTER
OF THE ANALYST ‘

Poetic catharsis, which for more than two thousand years be-
haved as an underage sister of philosophy, face to face and
incompatible with it, takes us away from purity, hence from

- Kantian ethics, which has long governed modern codes and

remairis more faithful to a certain Platonic stoicism. By means
of the “universalizing of maxims,”” as is well known, the Kant
of the Foundations of the Metaphysics of Ethics or of the Meta-

-physical Principles of Virtue advocated an “ethical gymnastics”

in order to give us, by means of consciousness,.control over
our defilements and, through that very conseiousness, making
us free and joyous. '

More skeptical and, from a certain point of view, more Ar-
istotelian, Hegel, on the contrary, rejects a “calculation” that
claims to eliminate defilement, for the latter seems fundamental
to him. Probably echoing the Greek polis, he conceives of no
other ethics than that of the act. Also distrustful, however, of

‘those fine aestheticizing souls who find purity in the elaboration

of empty forms, he obviously does not hold to the mimetic and

+orgiastic catharsis of Aristotle. It is in the historical act that Hegel

sees fundamental impurity being expended; as a matter of fact,

~ the latter is a sexual impurity whose historical achievement
consists in marriage. But—and this is where transcendental

idealism, too, sadly comes to an end—here it is that desire
(Lust), thus normalized in order to escape abject concupiscence
(Begierde), sinks into a banality that is sadness and silence. How

 come? Hegel does not condemn impurity because it is exterior

to ideal consciousness; more profoundly—but also more craf-
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tily—he thinks that it can and should get rid of itself through
the historico-social act, If he thereby differs from Kant, he
nevertheless shares his condemnation of (sexual) impurity. He
agrees with his aim to keep consciousness apart from defile-
ment, which, nevertheless, dialectically constitutes it. Reab-
sorbed into the trajectory of the Idea, what can defilement be-
come if not the negative side of consciousness—that is, lack of
communication and speech? In other words, defilement as reab-
sorbed in marriage becomes sadness. In so doing, it has not
strayed too far from its logic, according to whichitisa border
of discourse—a silence.'®

It is obvious that the analyst, from the abyss of his silence,
brushes against the ghost of the sadness Hegel saw in sexual
normalization. Such sadness is the more obvious to him as his
ethics is rigorous—founded, as it must be in the West, on the
remains of transcendental idealism. But one can also argue that
the Freudian stance, which is dualistic and dissolving, unsettles
those foundations. In that sense, it causes the sad, analytic si-
lence to hover above a strange, foreign discourse, which, strictly
speaking, shatters verbal communication (made up of a knowl-
edge and a truth that are nevertheless heard) by means of a
device that mimics terror, enthusiasm, or orgy, and is more
closely related to rhythm and song than it is to the World.
There is mimesis (some say identification) in the analytic passage
through castration. And yet it is necessary that the analyst’s
interpretative speech (and not only his literary or theoretical
bilingualism) be affected by it in order to be analytical. As
counterpoise to a purity that found its bearings in disillusioned
sadness, it is the “poetic” unsettlement of analytic utterance
that testifies to its closeness to, cohabitation with, and “knowl-
edge” of abjection. :

I am thinking, in short, of the completely mimetic identifi-
cation (transference and countertransference) of the analyst with
respect to analysands. That identification allows for securing
in their place what, when parcelled out, makes them suffering
and barren. It allows one to regress back to the affects that can
be heard in the breaks in discourse, to provide rhythm, too,
to concatenate (is that what “to become conscious” means?) the
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gaps of a speech saddened because it turned its back on its abject
meaning. If there is analytic jouissance it is there, in the thor-

‘oughly poetic mimesis that runs through the architecture of

speech and extends from coenesthetic image to logical and phan-
tasmatic articulations. Without for that matter bioclogizing lan-

- guage, and while breaking away from identification by means

of interpretation, analytic speech is one that becomes “incar-

" nate” in the full sense of the term. On that condition only, it

is “cathartic”’-—meaning thereby that it is the equivalent, for
the analyst as well as for the analysand, not of purification but
of rebirth with and against abjection.

This preliminary survey of abjection, phenomenological on
the whole, will now lead me to a more straightforward con-
sideration of analytic theory on the one hand, of the history of
religi(_)ns on the other, and finally of contemporary literary
experience.



